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PERSONAGOI 


Orfeo, Sor Millico: 


Signora . 
vor Sirmen: 
1 a abel Orfeo? 


di Ombre felici con Evridice: C 


di F urie e Spertr. SE 


Mazvir2d Di BAT To, 


Monhieur D'Auvigay. * N 
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Monſieur F ierville,. P | Mademoiſelle Heinel, 
Monſicur Slingſby. Mademoiſelle Grenier, 
"  Monkicur Lr. Siebes Cebit. 
| Monkeur Alena. | © Matlemoiſele Lafond. 
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DRAMAT IS PERSON. 


| Signor Millico. 5 
Sęnora Girelli Ante; 


Signora Sirmeth 


＋ 


Chorus of Youths with Orpheus; of Happy Ghoſts 
with Eurydice of Furies and Spectres. 


BAILET MASTER. 


| Mr. D'Auvigny. 


11 Dauczxs. 


Mr. F ierville. 5 Mademoiſelle Heinel. 
Mr. Slingſby. Mademoiſelle Grenier. 
Mr. Lepy. Signora Creſpi. 


— 


Mr. Aſſelin. Maeraifell Lafond.. 


PannTzR and PATTERN Deawzn for the Dazves, 


Nr. baden. 


| 

| Cs piangendo ii chiama e fi Aga, 
| 
| 


A+ ) 8 
SCENA 1. . 


0 7 vo 

Adtnd falitario Boſchetto d' Allori e Ci, he 

cCircondano un OY piano, oy” & la Tomba di 
Euridice. 


Orfeo con Seguito di Giovani,” e di Donzelle, 
„ indi Amore. 


BaLLo. 


Coro. A H, fe intorno a queſta Urna funeſta, © 
E uridice, ombra bella, r apgiri, 
Or. Euridice. 
Coro. Odi i pianti, i lamenti, i ſoſpiri, 
Che dolenti þ ſpargon per te. 
Or. Euridice. 3 
Coro. Ed aſcolta il lus ſpoſo infelice, | 


Come quando: la dolce rompagna 
T Nn amoroſa perde 


Or. 'Baſta, baſta, o Compagni. II voſtro duolo 
Aggrava il mio. Spargete . 
Purpurei fiori. Inghirlandate il marmo. 
Partitevi da me. Reſtar vogll io 
Solo fra queſte ombre funebri e oſcure ; 
ColP T_T compagmia di mie ſvonture. 
[Segue Ballo, e fi replica il Coro. 


Or. Chiamy i mio ben cos? N 
Quando ji moſtra il dd, Eg 
Juondo Y aſconde. enen 

Ma, ob vano mio dolor 
L' idolo del mio cor 
Non mi riſponde., 

Bie Euridice! 

Ombra cara, ove ſei? Piange il tuo ſpoſo. 

Ti domanda agli Dei. 


A mottali ti chiede. E ſparſe a* venti 
Son le lacrime ſue, i ſuoi lamenti 
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K | 
95 A &clightful colitary grove of lawe? and cypreſs- 

trees, ſurrounding a little plain, upon which 
e ſtands the tomb of Eurydice. 


Orpheus, with an attendance of Vouths and 
vo 8 Damſels; then Love. 


A Dance. 


Cho H. Eurydice, thou beautiful ſhade, if 
l yet thou hauntꝰſt around this fatal urn — 
Or. Eurydice, 
Cbo. Hear the groans, lamentarions, and ſig hs that 
are dolefully ſpread around tor thy bike. 
Or. Eurydice, © 
Cho. Liſten to thy a ſpouſe, who, drown'd 
in his tears, calls upon thee, and complains 
like the turcle-dove bewailing the loſs of her 
lovely mate. | 
Or. Enough, no more, O my companions. Your grief | 
aggravates my own. Strew the ground with purple | 
flowers ; adorn the marble. with garlands; and 
leave me to myſelf. I will remain here alone, amidſt * 
theſe meurnful and dark *. in the melancholy : 


. aciety of my woes. | 
[Now the Dance, and the Chorus is repeated, FS 


Or. Thus I call aloud the idol of my heart, from 
the morning's riſing rays, to the ſun's de- 
creaſing beams. But how vain my grief! 
"The charmer my ſoul doats on, deigns not 
to anſwer my plaints. 


Or. Eurydice, Emu urydice.! Where art thou, ut ö 
ſhade? Thy houſe, in bitterneſs of grief complains, | 
From Jove be aſſes thee. He requires thee from | 

" mortals. The air is fill d with bis bitter tears, and | 

doleful groans. 


| * 8 e 
Thus I ſcek for the idol, of my heart, on theſe 


fatal ſhores, where death cut off her thread 
_of life. 


But Echo alove.who Was 'enfibie x to by 1 
of Jove, deigns to anſwer e. 


:  Enrydice, "Earydiee! Ab, even the ores know 


bat name; and tbe words bave learn'd it from 


me. Eurydice is beard echo'd in every valley. The 
.. wretched. Orpheus wrote on every. tree, Unfor- 
tunate Orpheus! Eutydice, my idol, dear Eu- 


rydice! 


Thus I bewail the idol of my ben from the 
- morning's riſing rays, to the ſun's decreaſ- 
0g beams. The murmuring rivuler alone, 
| eee moans with pity to my — 


fighs. 


2 Gels, cruel Ch pale inhabitants of Acheron 
and Hell; whoſe 40 race hand, neither beauty 
nor youth could ever diſarm or withold, you have 
© ravijped from me my fair Eurydice, (O fell remem- 
- brance !) in the bloom of ber years. I will have ber 
"Sack again from you, ye barbarous Gods! Courageous 
. as the moñ intrepid heroes, I have even reſolution 
enough 10 go into your horrid realms, to retrieve wy 

ſpouſe, my treaſure. 

Love. Love attends thee, Orpheus, ove is moved 
with pity at thy pangs.. Thou art permitted to croſs © 
alive the flow waves of the Stygian Lake. Thou 
art on thy way 40 ihe dark — alot abyſs. If 
with thy voice, thou, can'ſt appeaſe the furies, mon- 
Here, and cruel death, thy beloved IO ſhall 
" theh return with thee to ** | 
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5 La mia bella Euridice, 


e 
| 
Cerco il mio hen c | 4 


In queſte, ove mard, 
Funeſie ſponde., 
Mx - Ma fola al mio dalor, 33 
Perche conobbe amor, 
Eco riſponde, | 
Euridice, Euridice] Ah, queſto nome The 
San le ſpiagge E bk felve - A f 
L. apprefera.da me. In ogni valle 
Euridice riſuona, In ogni troneg 
Seriſſe il miſero Orfeo. Or ſas e 
Zuridice, idol mio, cara So. 
Pjaiigo il mis ben cam, 
Se il Sole indora il dd, 
> Se va nelle onde. 18 ; 
Pieleſo al pianto . 
Va mormorands il rin, 
o TR 
Numi, barbari Numi! __ 
D' Acheronte e d' Averno 
Pallidi abitator, la. di cui mano 
Avida delle morti 
Mai diſarmò, mai trattener non . 
Beltà, ne gioventù; vor mi rapiſte | 3 


a . 


, 


(Oh, memoria crudel!) ful fior de n dab 

La rivoglio da voi, Numi tiranni 1 1 

Fo core anch io per ricercar ſulle ormm 
De pity ĩntrepidi Eroi nel voſto orrore 

La mia ſpoſa, ii mio ben. m. 1 as Amit. 

Orfeo, della tua pena | 

Giove ſente pietà. Ti fi concede 

Le pigre onde di Lete. 

Vivo dear. Del tenebroſo Abifld | 

Sei ſulla via. Se placar puoi col canto 

Le furie, i moſtii, e 1 denn FRY gore. 

La diletta Euridice 


h e Sol of de ieh 


* 


NI, 9 W accetto. khan. 


1 . 


| Or. Ah, come? Ah, quando? © + 1 

E poſbil ſara ? Spiegati, Am. Avrai 

Valor, che baſti a queſta prova eſtrema? 
Or. Mi prometti Kkuridice, e vuoi ch ĩo tema? 
Am. Sai però con qual patto 

L' impreſa hai da compir? 


Or. Parla- Am. Eufidice bree 8 eg: / 


Ti ſi vieta il mirar, finchè non ſej/2- 11 9 
Fuor degli antti di ſtige; e il gran: tete 
Paleſarle non dei; ſe nö, la 41 ois 
E di nuovo, e per ſempre; Dorin bf 2 
E in abbandono al rus fiero defio' 

Sventurato vivrai. Penſaci.« PRO 


Gli ſguardi rattient; ne 
rena gli acc: 
Rammenta che dem; Nn 
Che pochs momenti Wem EN 
Hai pit dg penaer. 
/ Sai pur, che alba „. 
Con fuji, iftmanti * 7 D 
Con cj g innamora F 

Son ciec hi gli amanti, wy 


"Non ſanng parlar. tp 8 2 Patte. 


Or. Che diſſe ? Che aſcoltai.? Dunque Ruridice 
Vivrà g I avtò preſentef E dopo tani 
Affanni miei, in quel momento, in quela: [ 
Guerra d' affetti ia, non dovro mirarla? HL 
Non ſtringeria; al mio ſen? Spoſa infelice1 | 
Che diri mai? Cheipenſen 3: 2 | 1 


_ 2 


Le ſmanie ſue. Comprendoo Ita 
Lie anguſtic mie. Nel figuratlo © J 
Sento gelarmi il ſangue,;- {ib 0 9 


Tremarmi il cor. Ma, lo.pored, lo-vogli, 
Ho riſoluto. Il grande 
Ioſoffribil de! mali è I eſſer privo 

DelP unico dell alma amato osgetto- 1 


* 


19 
Ma Kati - Amarilli, 2 5 
Vuole il padre partir per preſervare | 
'Pid ſe ſteſſo, che te. Am. Come ] Capace 
Tu lo credi d'amor ? Te. Di Clori accanto 
Non e, come con te, rigido tanto. 
Am Ah, che t'inganna il troppo 
Tuo credulo delle V. Che nuocer puote, 
Obe a Clori tu lo chieda ? Ella è tua amica; 
L ichpegna ad aiutarne; e il ver ti dica. 
Am. Anch io, da qualche di, parlar con Clori 
Furtivamente il vedo. 
S'e ver, d' Amor alle promeſſe io credo. 
E i ſentimenti allora del tuo affettoͤoß 
Udird con piacer, o mio diletto 


0201277 FORTE CA} * W's 
Sentirfi dire dal caro bene 7 
Ho tinto'il core di tue catent, 31 
| Queſto & un piacere, queſto s un getkreg 
Che un alma fida agg non ba. Lethe. 


Ti. Di Melibeo P affetto | 0 
Quando anche foſſe una luſinga, invano | 
 Impedira, ch' io adori 1 
La mia bella Amarilli. Ah, vo” che 1. N 

La mia vita, il mio ben, I anima mia. 
E come Ah, mio teſoro! | 
E avrei cor di laſciarti? Oh Dio! Coſtante 


Le orme tue vo* ſeguire. Idolo mio. 
Per tutto, non temer, io ſary teca, G. 
A me non ſari mai, 


Che manchi lo ſplendor de' tuoi bei i. 


[G IARADINI. J. 
Idol mio, che ſiero iſt ante: 
Obe farei ſenza di te ? | 
Sarei pur i ingrato naue, 8 
8. iradifi la n mia * 


— w 
„ wy 


_ Milibeo in abito.. * indy Amarilli in diſparte, 125 


| ( 16 } 

Mio Herb, aſcalta, ob," Dig" 

Jo per Ir ſon tatto ar! 
N mit vita, idolo mite," * © | 
ih WY. amunt i bo fide il car. AV, 

Ma id parte, e il padre intanto 

Mi minaccis, e . altero. 


Ab pietade Ky pero 
10 ei. 2 


:Q <: 


ON C * N A 2 


Titiro con un Tirſo ornato di fiori. 


Me. Oh ſtelle! E fark ver, che Melibeo 
Languir vedraſſi fra catene involto? 
Trionfera Kg in un bel volto? 

In. queſte vaghe * glie, 

Che per ceano veſt della fatale 

Mila bella er ah, con qual 3 | 
Oſerò d"incontrar la figlia mia? . 

Am. Ab, qual gioftzallegria?: 6159 
E veritiero Amore! E eu 
Clori già tribnfò del Silly. F 
Eccolo qul. Con * Placer ti miro | 
S diverſo da primaaa 
Forſe per cangiar ella, I kiben 4 

lie cangiar voleſt i? 

Me. [Oh Dio! Qual onta!] _ nee 


71. Melibeo, mi perdona, 


Se oſo tornarti avanti. 1 
Colpa di Clori è fol, non colpa mĩa: 
Queſto bel Tirſo ella per me t invia- 
Me. [Ahime! Qual dono è queſto! 
Oh donatrice] Oh meſſaggier funeſto !] 
Am. Dono degno di Clori al genitore. 
NM. Ah, nd! Pitt non 1 Hai vinto, Amore ! | 


(8) 
Ah! my treaſure, liſten to the expreMons 
of that love I bear thee. Source of my 
life, never was in Cupid's reign a foul as 
faithful as mine. But now | the is going. 
and her cruel father threatens and rages, 


I don't expect to meet with any com- 
paſſion neither from the Gods nor Love. 


SCENE the” Laſt... 


Melibeus in a gay dreſs, then Amarillis aſide, 
afterwards Titirus with a # RFP . with 
flowers. | | 


Me. Ye flars / Shall it be faid, that Melibeus will 
be ſeen involved in Cupid's chains? Shall Love 
triumph over me in that beauteous face? How can 
T have the courage i appear before my daughter in 

ibis gay areſs, which J pat on by the command of 
my fair charmer ? 

Am. Ab, what ſeaſonable mirth! How true pas 
Love. Cloris has certainly enſlaved my father's 
bear. There be is. With what pleaſure do I behold 
you ſo much altered Perhaps have you. ſo much 
changed your-dreſs, in order ts change climate? We. 
( Alas! How IT bluſh!) 

Ti. Forgive, Melibeus, the liberty I take of appearing 
in thy fight again. Cloris, who ſends thee this 
beautiful Tyrſis by me, is the only cauſe of it. 

Me. (ab me! What gift is this Ob, fatal giver! 
Ob, ill-ominous meſſenger ! 

Am. This is a gift worthy of Cloris to my father. . 

Me. Ab no! I can reſiſt it no longer. Love has over. 
come me. 


8 Am. 


— Ro 
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Am. But then, Titirus, why are you ſo drooping, 
ſilent, and thoughtful, amidſt ſo much joy and mirth, 
and when our Jo long ſighed-for 5 is drawing 


| fo near? 


Ti. My love, I am ſo deeply ſunk in the thoughts that 


pr22/e my mind, that 7 can 't expreſs the exceſſive joy 
0 >) 2 


[Gro DAI. ] 


An. Why do I hear thee ſigh and groan, O fair 
idol of my ſoul, as now thou art mine, 
| and as thou doſt poſſeſs my heart? 
N. I well know thou art mine, and that thou 
doſt poſſeis my heart. 


But yet, fair idol of my foul, methinks I 
am deprived of my ſenſes. 


An. Speak thy mind. 73. I --- know - - my 


dear 
Am. Is that thy anſwer, ungrateful wretch ? 


A 2. My joy is fo exceſſive, that methinks I am 
deprived of my ſenſes. 


Me. Sure, daugbier and thou ſoepherd, I perceive that 
your atomſhment is very great; but mine is greater 
Kill, in being forced to acknowledge Love's invincible 
power. Titirus, in order that ihe triumph of ſuch 
divinity may be intirely compleat, 1 new invite il ee 

10 2 my daugbter's hand. 


[OTTANT.) 


Chorus. Fair Aurora's rays, our youthful days, the 


zephyrs and murm'ring rivulets, ſweet 
flowers and leaves, fill us with thoſe 


flames which Hymen and Love ſtrike in 
our breaſts, 


An. 


* & e 
Am. Ma, Titiro, petchè cog ti fat: 
Ia mezzo a tanta gioia, e preſſo al noſtro. 
Soſpirato ripoſo LILY 
Languido, taciturno, e penſieroſo? 
. Fra miei penſieri, o cara 
Tanto è il piacer che ſento, 
Ch* eſprimere non poſſo il mio contento. 


[G ToR DAN 1. ] 
Am. Perche, ſe mio tu ſci, 


Perche, ſe tua ſon io, 
Perche, bell“ idol mio, 
Ti ſento ſoſpirar ? © 
Ti: Lo 50, che mia tu ſei, 
To zs, che tuo ſon io; 
Ma pur, \ bel idol mio 
| Parmi di delirar. SR 
Am. Spiegati. Ti. lo—ſappi—ob cara! 
Am. Cos? riſpondi, ingrato? 
a C. Ab, dal contento i] Fato 
Vuol farmi delirar ! 
Me. Si, figlia, i Paſtore, è grande, il veggo, 
La voſtra maraviglia ; 
Ma pid grande è la mia, d' effer coſtretto 
A confeſſar d' Amore 
L' invincibil valore. 
Titiro perchè ſia 
D' un tal Nume il Trionfo appien compito, 
Della mia figlia all' Imeneo t' invito. 


[O TTA l.] 


Coro. La naſcente Alba nov ella, 
L' eta noſtra freſca e bella, 
L' aure, Þ onde, e fronde, e fiori 
Sol di nozze, e fol d' amori 
Senta intorns riſuonar. 


e 
m. Amiam iti alla buow' rs, 


eee, e 
Ti. Tutto ben, ma chi m* adora © ia 
Non mi-faccie ſoſpirar.,  - 
Me. Si ſoſpira, ii delira, £ E n 
Ma c' ancor da giubilar. N 
Coro. La naſcente, Ke. dec. &c. 


——ͤ ——_ —_ : 


. ) 
Am: Let's then all * to LOG: the only fource 


of our delights. * 


1 5 £38 # ha 0 


7 Well ſaid; but the fair one e wha inflaved 
my heart ſhould not make me agh 2 


repine. 
After we have ſighed and repined, thendo » * 
| enjoy torrents of joy and jollit 7. | 


Chorus, Fair Aurora's rays, 6 1314 þ 


— 


— TY 3 

| Am. Amiam tutti alla vue rs. 
| Sane quyer 9on f pad Hor, n 
Ti. utto ben, ma chi m* adora © Rent 
j Non mi faccia ſoſpirar., 
| Me. Si ſoſpira, I delira, 

| Ma c' ancor da giubilar. 
Coro. La naſcente, &c. Sic. &c. 
| 

| 

I 


— — 
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repine. 


After we have ighed and repined, then do v we 
enjoy torrents of joy and jollicy. 


Chorus. Fair Aurora's rays, Cc: 
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Am: Let's then all * to Love, the only ſource 
of our delights. 


Well ſaid but che fair 01 one who * 


my heart ſhould not make me agh 1 


* * * 
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Pro PO F ALS for printi ning by Subſcription 
Feverat Ones tf Horace, tranſlated into Tralian 
Verſe, by G. G. Bortarell, and ſet to muſic by 
Meſſrs. Bach, Vento, Giardani, Boron, Holi zhaver, 
and others of the moſt celebrated Italian and German 
Maſters; whoſe names will be printed at the heads of 
the Songs. This Work, beſides the Poetry, will 
contain about four-ſcore Plates of Muſic.—Sub- 
{criptions, at Half a Guinea, each Book, to be 
taken at Mr, Welcher's, in Gerrard- Street, St. Arn s, 
| + Sobo.—The Work will be ready for Delivery, the 

18 beginning of May next. 


At the ſaid Mr. Welcher's is to be had, L' Addio 
di Londra alla Signora Heinel, Cantata; written by 

te ſaid G. G. Bottarelli, and ſet to Muſic by Signor 
+ Tomaſo Giordani. 


The above G. G. Bottarelli, * the Liberty to 
offer his Services to the Nobility and Gentry, to 
aſſiſt them in reading the Italian Authors, and to 
teach that Language, ſo as to converſe politely. 


LO OLOMICHELI wholives in the 
Hay-Market, over againſt Mr. Foote's Theatre, 
being Muſic - Copier of the Opera, takes the 
Liberty to offer his Services to the Nobility and 
Gentry in General. | 


1 


kiſſes, and embraced delight ? 


% - 


CF" 1 


Eu. Hhat!. doth then this ebulition of my love, at 


finding thee again, grow irkſome unto Orpheus ?_ 

Or. Ob, no, it doth not; thou miſtakeſt me quite— 
but know— hear (Ob, cruel law! )— Pray, haſte 
thy Reps, ny dear Eurydice. 


Eu. Sar, what can grieve thee in this joyful moment? 


Or. (bat fpall I ſay now Y] foreſaw theſe queſtions 
ow the trial. 
Eu. Will you not embrace me ?—You deign me not an 


anſwer, Then look at me, at leafſl--Say, am not I 


at beautiful as on my wedded day? Bebold ! perbaps 
the roſes fade—Turn round! it may be that theſe 
charms decay,” whith you with rapture prais'd;, or 
_ brightneſs ſullies, which with joy you vicu d. 


Or. (The more | bear, the leſs I can reſifi. Chear up, 
© _, Orpheus.) Let's away, beloved Eurydice. Theſe 
marks of tenderneſs are now unſeaſonable. Every 


delay muſt prove fatal to us. 
Eu. But one fingle lock, 
Or. Now to glance upon thy beauty, would be ruin. 
Eu. Ab, faithle/s man! Is it thas thou welcomeſt me? 
Tau Cen deny'd a lock, when from my wonted lover, 
and endearing ſpouſe, I might expeti moſt ardent 
Or. (Ob, racking. torment!) With paſſeve Hope, | 
, pr ythee haſſle away. ects? | 
Eu. Vat] muſt I be filent alſo? Ab, Pall I bear 
this too! Haſt thou no kind remembrance left of 
plighted love, of conflancy and faith? SAy to what 


purpoſe baft thiu then awoke me from my ſweet 
repoſe, if bere to live. where Hymen's brigbteſt 
torcb is quite extinguiſhed ?—T hou traitor, anſwer 


A ache. 
Or. In filencthefte away. © | 
I pray thee come away, and gratify thy conſort, 


Eu. No, I had rather die again, than live withghee. 


3 Or. 
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Or. Ah, cruet woman Eu, Leave me to my reſt; 


Or. My life, I can't. But ever, as thy aer, 
will 1 hover round about thee. 

Eu. * wherefore ſo perverfe ? 

Or. rief may kill me, but I can't reveal it. 

A2. Ye owets, how great is your gifr! 1 ac- 

knowledge it, and am 4 But the 
pangs attending your condition are more 
than my ſoul can bear. 

Eu. How wiiſerable is the life I now ſeem doom'd to 
lead] But what tan be that fatal myſtery whith 
Orpheus conceals? Why does be thus droop and 
weep / — As yet not well accuſtomed to thoſe panes 
the living feel, my conſtancy ſhrinks back with bor- 

. ror from this blow, My fight prows dim—My 

boſom feels the preſſure of ſo ck an air, that 
breathing is a burthen lo me. I tremble, otter, 
Faint; and ford myſelf oerwhelm'd' with ſo much 

Pain, that ev paipitation of ny bears Jenas tor - 

ture to my ſoul. 

What excruciating torment! what cruel fa- 
tality ! Poſſeffed, as I almoſt was, of a 
peaceful oblivion in death ; ; this fudden 
tranſition to the tempeſtuous ſtorms of 
fe, is more than human heart can bear. 

Or. (How excruciating is this torture!) Eu. My ever 
beloved ſpouſe! why do you thus abandon me? Tho 
1 am melting in tears, yet you give me no comfort: 
the” opp H cd by grief, yet you come not to my ſuccour. 
Ob, Heaven's ! muſt I again expire without one dear 
embrace, without one kind farewell from thee? * 

Or. (1 can refrain no longer. My reaſon by degrees is 
loſt , the God's condition quite forgot ; and nothing 
but Eurydice remembered.) Eu. Orpheus, dear ob- 


je of my conſtant love, 1 Aa 


Or. Ne more, my deareſt ſpouſe, but liſten to me. I, 
you but knew——{ Alas! what am 1 doing? How 
long ſhall I thus ſuffer in Ibis herr id bell ;) ) 


7 


| 1 

Or: Ah, crude! ! Eu. Laſciami in pace. 

Or. No, mia vita. Ombra ſeguace 

VPierroò ſempre intorno a te. 

Eu. Ma perche ſei g tiranno ? | 

Or. Ben pooirò morir d affano, 

61. x Ma giammai dird perche. ] 

A 2. Grand”, o Numi, & il dono voſtro | 

Lo conoſco; e (grata) pralo io ſono; 
Ma il dolor, cbe uni te al dons, 
'2& inſeffribile per me. 

Eu. Qual vita è queſta mai | 
Che a vivere incomincio? E qual Phe", 
Terribile ſecreto Orfeo m' aſconde? 

Perche piange, e ſi affligge? Ah! non ancora 

Troppo avvezza agli affanni, 

Che ſofirono 1 viventi, a si gran colpo 

Manca la mia coſtanza. Agh occhj miei 

Si ſmarriſce la luce. Oppreſſo in ſeno 

Mi diventa affannoſo 

Il reſpirar. Tremo, vacillo, e ſento, 

Fra p angoſcia, e il terrore, 

Dua un palpito crudel vibrarmi il core. 

Che fiero momento ! che barbara ſorte ! 

Paſjar dalla marte a tanto dolor ! 
_ Avtezz4 al contento d un placido obblio, 
Fre queſte tempeſte fi perde il mia cor. 

Or. (Ecco un nuovo tormento!) Eu. Amato ſpoſo! 
M' abbandoni cosi? Mi ſtro ggo in pianto; 
Non mi conſoli? Il duol m' opprime i ſenſi 
Non mi ſoccorri? Un' altra volta, oh rk 
Dunque morir degg' io, 

Senza un' ampleſſo tuo, ſenza un? addio % 
Or. (Più frenarmi non poſſo. A poco a poco 
La ragion m' abbandona. Obblio la legge, 

Euridice, e me ſteſſo. Eu. Orfeo, nn 1 

Ah, mi ſento languir! 

Or. Nd; ſpoſa, aſcolfa. 


Se ſapeſi (Ah, che fa? Ma fino a quando 


* 


( 20 ) S 
In qaefto orrido inferno” | 
Dovrd penar?) Eu. Ben mio, 
Ricordati di me. Or. (Che affanno! Oh, come 
Mi 6 lacera il cor! Più non reſiſto. | 
Sgmanio, fremo, deliro.}: Ah, mio reſoro! * 
| Eu. Giuſti Dei! Che m' avvenne? Io manco, io 
. Ahime | Dove traſcorſi? Ove mi ſpinſe 
Un delirio d' amor? Spoſa, Euridice, 
Euridice, conſorte. Ah, pid non vive! 
La chiamo invan. Miſero me! La 
E di nuovo, e per ſempre. Oh, legge! Oh, — 
$i ' Oh ricorda crudel! Non ho ſoccorſo; 
Non mi avvanza conſiglio. lo veggo ſolo 
| (Ah, ficra viſta]) il Juttuoſo aſpetto 
Del?” orrido mio ſtato. 
Saziati, forte rea; ſon. diſperato. 
Che farò ſenza Euridice! 
Dove anars ſenza il mio ben? 
| Euridice. Ob, Dio Niſpondi. 
; Jo ſon pur il tus fedel. 
Euridice! Ab, non m avyenza 
Piz ſoccorſo, piit Speranza 
Ne. dal mondo, ne dal ciel. . 
» Che faro ſenza Euridice ! 
Dove andrd ſenza il mio ben! 
Ah, finiſca e per ſempre 
Colla vita il dolor! Del nero Averno-: 
Sono ancor ſulla via. Lungo camino 
Non e.quel che divide 
Il mio bene da me. Sl; aſpetta, o cara 
Ombra dell' idol mio. Ah, queſta volta 
Senza lo ſpoſo tuo non varcherai | þ * 
I“ onde lente di Stige. Amn. Orfeo, che fai? 6 
it Or. E chi ſei tu, che trattenere arCiſci 100 N 


Le dovute a' miei 1 eb 
f Ultime furie. mie? 1. Aueſto furoxe 
Calma, deponi; e ciconoſe Amort. 


_—y | — * 
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Eu. My life, remember me. | 
Or. (Alas ! what great diſtreſs is mine! 1 A 
is my beart by Love and Fate! I can withold no 
longer. I pine, 1 rave, and am delirious.) Ab, my 
- treaſure! © 
| Eu. Great Gods! what muſt befall me? I faint , 
expire / Or. Alas | where bave I wander'd? To 
bat exceſs of grief bath this miſtaken Love reduced | 
me ? My much lov'd ſpouſe, my dear Eurydice; 
Eurydice, my deareſt conſort, ſpeak. Ab, ſhe does not 
breathe, I call ber now in vain, the courſe of life is 
 ftopt—Oh, wretched me! 1 loſe ber, and now am 
doom'd to feel that loſs for ever. Ob, cruel law! 
ob, death! ob, fell remembrance! 1 am quite de- 
prived of ſuccour, for all my courage fails me, 1 
only now behold, (Ab, fatal fight!) the mournful 
aſpet of my horrid ate. Remorſeleſs Fate, be ſa- 
tisfied, 1 am driven to deſpair. 
What ſhall I do without Earydice ? Where | 
- ſhall I wander, now deprived of her? Eu- | 
rydice! alas ! ſhe cannot anſwer nie. I am 
ever faithful to thee, Furydice, Ah mel 
nor hope, or ſuccour, now are left to me 
from mortals or from Gods. What ſhall [ 
- do without Eurydice? Where ſhall I wan. 
der, now deprived of her ? ' ö 
Ab, let my liſe and pain this inſtant have an end. 
I am as yet on the gloomy road to bell. The diſtance 
that divides my charmer from me is not very great. 
Yes, bold; dear ſhade of my idol, bold; thou fhalt 
not croſs the low Waves of the Jygian lake without 
thy ſpouſe. | 
Love. hat art thou PRE Orpheus ? | 
Or. And who art thou that dareſt otfiruti my laſt Juſt A 
furies, to avoid misfortunes ? | 
Love. Appeaſe this tempeſt, refrain 12 7 0 and ac- 
Enaoleage Love, 


Or. 


( * * 
Or. Ab, is it thou? it is; I ſce t bee now; The tors. 


lure of my pain had almoſt co ds): uer d reaſon. What 
_ art thou come for? W{bat wonld'ft thou have of me? 


. Love. Id make thee happy. Orpheus, thou indeed haſt 


much endur d for my glory; and therefore 1 reftore 10 
thee thy dear below d Eurydice: I want no farther 
Proel of 07 delity. Behold ber riſe ta be reunited 
io thee. bat da 1 behold . O Gd my ſobuſe 

Eu. My way? Or. At laſt I may. embrace thee, 

Eu. Then el I preſs thee ta my be ... 

Or. How Hall I expneſs my gratitude |. 

Love. Enough—Ye . lovers, dame a 
Tet us quit theſe immortal eee Je 
to your, kingdoms, and enjoy the world again, 

Or. Ob, prepitious day, ob, Love omnipetont ! 

Eu. Oh, joyful, and fortunate moment. 


Love. An 1nſtant of blijs may campen/afc far an 2. of 


an, 
? TEMPLE OF. LOVE. 

Or, Let Loye-be triumphant for ever; and an the 
univerſe do homage to the empire of beauty. 

How pleaſant are thy joys, Q. Liberty, to a 

ſlave born in, freedom, when he dart the 

chain of bondage! 7 

Cho. Let Love, Sc. 

Love. Sometimes the cruelty of a ryrannical maid 

may bind on a rack, and drive to de 

But bow Hon doth the lover forget Te 

* paio, when ſhe yields up her heart! 

Che. Let Love, Se. 

Eu. The racks of jealous doubt may long torment 
and perplex the mind; but no ſooner is 
fidelity dilcavered, than all the torture is 
forgot. 

And that cruel ſuſpicion, which tormented 
the heart, becomes. a laſting neden "_e 
felicity. 

Let Love, R 30 


ed 


Or 


5 e 
Or, Ah, ſci tu? Ti ravviſo, Il duol finꝰ ora 
Tutti i fenſi m- oppreſſe. A che veniſti? 
la sl fiero momento 
Che vuoi da me? Am. Farti felice. Aſſai 
Pet gloria mia ſoffriſti, Orfeo. Ti rendo 
Euridice, il tuo ben. Di tua coſtanta 
Maggior prova non chiedo. Ecco riſorge 
A riunirſt con te. Or. Che veggo! Ah, Numi! 
Spoſa! Eu. Conforte! 
Or. E pur t' abbraccio! Ex. E pure 
Al ſen ti ſtringo! Or. Ah, quale 
Riconoſcenza mia! Am. Baſta. Venite,“ 
Avventuroſi amanti; uſciamo, Al mondo 
Ritornate a goder. Or. Oh fauſto giorno! 
Oh Amor pietoſo! Eu. Oh lieto 
Fortunato momento ! 
Am. Compenſa mille pene un mio contents! | 


TEMPIO D' AMORE. 
Or. Trionfi Amore! E il Mondo intero 
Serva all” impero della belid. 
Di ſua catena, tal volta amara 
Mai fi pil cara la libertd. 
Coro. 7 rionſs Amore ! &c. \ 


Am. Talor diſpera, talor aſfanna 
D' una tiranna la crudeltd. 


Ma poi la pena obilia Þ amante 
Nel caro iftante della pieta. 


Coro. Trionſi Amore | &c. 


Eu. La Gelofia firugee e divora 


Ma poi riſtora la fedeltd. 


E quel ſoſpetto, cb il cor tor menta 
Al fin diventa felicitd. 


Coro. T rionfi Amore ! &c. 
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Loxpon * 15, „ ae  Wardour Street, 
| St. Ann's, Sobo. 


P R 0 P os A L 8 +; printing by Subſcription 
ſeveral Oos of Hos ac, tranfated into Italian 
Verſe, by G. G. Bottarelii, and ſet to muſic by 
Meſſrs. Bach, Vento, Giordani, Boron, Holt zhaver, 
and others of the moſt celebrated Italian and German 


. Maſters; whoſe names will be printed ac the heads of 


the Songs.” This Work, befides the Poetry, will 
contain about four · ſcore Plates of MuGc,—Sub- 
ſcriptions, at Half a Guinea, each Book, to be 
taken at Mr. Weakcher's, in Gerrarg-Sireet, St. Ann's, 
Sebo.—The Work will be ready for Delivery, the 


beginning of May next. 


At the ſaid Mr. Weleber's is to be had, E. Adds 
d Londra alia Signera Heine!, Cantata; written by 
the ſad G. G. Bottarelli, and fer to Muſic by Signor 
Tomaſo Gierdani. | | 


The above G. G. REES Liberty to 
offer his Services to the Nobility and Gentry, to 
aſſiſt them in reading the Italian Authors, and to 
teach that Language, ſo as to convetſe politeiy. 
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L,zororts MICHEL 1, «ho lives io the 
Hay-Market, over againſt Mr. Foote's Theatre, | 
being Muſic - Copier of the Opera, takes the 
Liberty to offer his Services to o the Nobility and 
- Geatry in nn. \ IX 
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